Our Origin 


by Mx Afon 


Mx Afon (They/Them) is a 
writer, performer and 
community worker. 

You can follow them on 
Twitter and Instagram 
@mxafon 


The tales start small, 

And becomes larger for the 
telling. 

The impressions you leave on me 
become 

Woven into my stories 

Are you ready to listen? 


Did you hear the story about 
The child of Hermes and 
Aphrodite? 

Beautiful in his own form, 

He was loved by a fountain 
nymph. 

She wanted to be united with 
This gorgeous boy and got her 
wish, 

Becoming one with him forever. 
Creating Hermaphroditus. 

A being that held space for 
Male, female, and more. 


I could not be bound together, 
How would I ever look at you? 
Although I would like to know 
The complete comfort 

Of joining, just for a little while. 


Did you hear Aristophanes’s eulogy? 
He gave it at a long and crowded table. 
Over chatter and laughs. 

He said we belong to each other. 

We are two halves of a whole. 

Two men, two women, 

Aman, & woman. 

Us. The third gender, simply two sexes 
Put together. 

Nothing to look away from, 

Or discourage. 


T could not be bound together. 
How would I pull you close to me? 
Just imagining two as one 

Makes my breathing heavy 
Sufficates, panics me. 


Our mythic characters 

Were the first to feel 

‘The ripping away of their other half. 
‘They know the pain of parting, and 
Patiently wait for rejoining. 


Thave my offering ready. 


Once, in a time long ago but not so 
unlike our own 

‘There was a scholar named River. 

‘The young scholar felt like a girl 

when he tucked his long hair behind his 
ears, and like a boy when she smiled at 
the pretty tutor she often spoke with. 
River asked the tutor questions about 
life, science, history, law, and was met 
with detailed answers. 

Astrid, the tutor, looked like a trick of 
the light, just as your eyes saw a boy, 
they saw a girl, saw a boy, until you 
stopped guessing. 

Astrid was such a striking beauty that 
they were sought after by rich men 
and intelligent men, smug men and 
sweet men. 


Astrid new they could not love a man 
River knew they could not be woman 


Does this sound like us to you? 
Working ourselves out 

Away from each other, twisting into 
Shape for an inevitable joining. 


River and Astrid separately make 
their 

Way to the temple of hermaphroditus. 
River arrives second, does not disturb 
Their friend. But wonders what 

‘Their perfect companion could be so 
Intent on praying for. 


Imagine fire flaring, 
Thunder clapping, 
Temple shaking, 
None of this happens, 
Instead a quiet filled, 
But neither talked. 


‘The two of them leave and walk 

In silence, until a third figure appears 
at their side. 

She has long hair, long face, 

Adam's apple, a wide gait. 

‘You ask the wrong questions, 

‘There is nothing to be gained 

From repression’. 


Our characters reincarnate 

These struggles transcend space and 
time. 

What do I share with you? 

What is mine? 

Will you take me as Iam 

And morph alongside me? 

Thave let you love me, will let you love 
me, 

Have none of me, share some of me. 
This is how our story becomes legend. 
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